In memory of Caprona 

Written by dreamkatcha. Any related videos, as always, can 
be found on my YouTube channel. 

None of this would have been possible without the fantastic 
resources generously provided by immensely talented 
emulator authors, and communities such as Hall of Light, 
Lemon Amiga, Lemon 64, World of Spectrum, Moby Games, 
World of Longplays and Recorded Amiga Games. Thank you 
for your tireless dedication to preserving the history of 

gaming. 


One way to produce a licensed computer game without 
paying royalties to the copyright holders is to base it on 
intellectual property that has already passed into the public 
domain. Another is to keep the correlations vague, layering 
the genre's tropes so as to dilute any direct attributions. By 
their own admission, Denton Designs dalianced with both 
approaches when developing 'Where Time Stood Still'. Then 
really pushed the boundaries of copyright infringement by 
'borrowing' the cover art/title screen from sci-fi comic, 
Xenozoic Tales, by Mark Schultz. Regardless, it's yet another 
classic work of art from Bob Wakelin. Kind of. 

Published by Ocean in 1988, Where Time Stood Still is an 
isometric, dinosaur survival themed action-adventure romp, 
originally for the Spectrum, DOS, and Atari ST. In 2014 it was 
unofficially ported to the Amiga and CD32 by reverse 
engineering the Atari ST source code. 
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Its most obvious parallel is the 1975 movie, The Land that 
Time Forgot, based on Edgar Rice Burroughs' 1924 novel. A 
pulp fiction fantasy-adventure yarn revolving around an 
American civilian whose seafaring transport is sunk by a 
German U-boat during the first world war. He somehow lives, 
subsequently managing to take control of the enemy vessel 
with the aid of the surviving crew of a British tugboat, also 
attacked by the same U-33 submarine. 











A dizzying number of armed power-switch struggles ensue, 
culminating in a last ditch attempt to avert starvation by 
landing on a previously discovered, yet then 'lost' island 
known as Caprona. 

(over the speaker to the crew) 

Captain Von Schoenvorts: This U-Boat is now under the 
control of our enemy, Mr. Tyler. You will obey his 
commands... for the time being. 







Shunting their mutual antagonism to the back-burner, the 
sworn rivals agree to work together to defeat, or at least 
avoid, a common threat. That being the starring attraction 
you bought your cinema ticket to see; not Doug McClure, the 
dinosaurs! 

Designed in the 70s, working to a tight schedule with a 
budget of less than $lm, these were never going to look as 
convincing as the ones that terrified us as kids having 
rampaged loose beyond control in Jurassic Park back in 1993. 
Ray Harryhausen was too expensive and also tied up with 
other projects so we had to make do with hand puppets 
representing 17 types of prehistoric wildlife, and scaled down 
models serving as water-crafts. On the whole they're 
passable given the era and providing you approach the 
movie rationally as a cheap, schlocky slice of disposable fun. 

Bowen Tyler: (narrating) I do not expect anyone to 
believe the story that I am about to relate. It even seems 
incredible to me that all that I have passed through, all 
those weird and terrifying experiences, should have been 
encompassed within as short a span as three brief 
months. It must have been a little after 3 o'clock in the 
afternoon that it began - the afternoon of June 3rd, 1916. 

Watching Land that Time Forgot as a child 10 years after its 
cinematic debut, anticipating an appearance from that iconic 
subaquatic t-rex as paraded on the theatrical poster, 
ironically, what left the most lasting impact wasn't really the 
dinosaurs, it was the intensely frenzied finale. Captain von 
Schoenvorts, the German U-boat commander, is back in the 
sub, now refuelled, conveniently exploiting oil harvested 
from the island, ready to escape to the open sea. Being a 
reasonable humanitarian chap at heart, he fully intends to 
wait for Bowen Tyler (Doug McClure) and fellow passenger 
Lisa Clayton (Susan Penhaligon) to embark before fleeing. 


Crushing their future hopes and dreams, German officer Dietz 
(Anthony Ainley) seizes control, forging ahead without the 
leading duo, preoccupied solely with selfish self-preservation. 



As the crumbling banks of the island continue to slip into 
pulsating, magma-infused seething sea water, volcanoes 
erupt from the most apparent bolt hole, trapping the only 
remaining human inhabitants between smouldering rocks 
and a hot place. 





Doomed to perish in a manner that makes the t-rex's jaws 
look inviting, the movie ends on the most pessimistic 
cliffhanger imaginable. At least that's the way / remembered 
it for several decades. Watching Land That Time Forgot again 
today it appears that I'd either fabricated my own conclusion 
to make it ultra dark and depressing, or my copy of the 
movie got cut off. I'm pretty sure there's no alternative finale. 
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In my more recent viewing, Tyler and Lisa break away from 
their death trap enclave to the safety of higher ground, 
vowing to eke out a meagre existence on the remote, hidden 
island until another opportunity to reach civilisation 
presents. They head north into the harsh wilderness 
together, now a romantic couple, to explore the mechanics of 
Caprona evolution, fabled to occur via individual 
metamorphosis simply by migrating towards a preordained 
destination, rather than through the process of natural 



selection. We're left to guess how this transpired since the 
movie's budget bucket wasn't bottomless and they can read 
the book to study any finer details elucidated. 



Denton's game rehashes the plot, only rather than via sub, 
four castaways are marooned on a 'Lost World' island by way 
of a crash-landing biplane, much like the hybrid boat-plane 
'amphib' seen in The People that Time Forgot. Unlike its 
precursor, this preamble is skimmed over in the game's 




manual, having no bearing on the gameplay, which 
commences at the crash site. 

Bowen Tyler: With the sinking of the submarine, all our 
hopes of getting away from Caprona have disappeared. 
We are alone, spurned by even the highest, the Galu. So 
we have to go on in the way of Caprona till we find 
peace. I would rather live here with Lisa than to live 
elsewhere without her. She says the same of me. If God 
wills it, we shall live our lives here. However, we are 
determined to move ever northward, ever forward, 
toward the greater mysteries that lie ahead... of this land 
that time forgot. 

















More relevant is the aerial abduction of crew members at the 
claws of pterodactyls. In Land That Time Forgot it's Ahm, a 
primitive Neanderthal Man, who is whisked away by the 
flying pests. How they remain airborne is anyone's guess 
seeing as they glide without ever flapping their wings. 
Actually, I suspect puppet strings were involved at some 
point. 










Lisa Clayton: Is plesiosaurus a common dish in the British 
Navy, Mr. Olson? 

Olson: Ah, no, Ma'am. The chef confessed complete 
ignorance of how to cook such a beast. This is an old Irish 
recipe I dreamed up for the occasion. 




Unfortunately no plesiosaur features in the game, thus 
there's no opportunity to slice one up for a steak supper. 
Easily one of the best scenes in the movie, courtesy of the 
hard cut separating a frenzied gun battle with the 
monstrosity, and the lavish banquet during which it's served 
up for sustenance, Flintstones style. 




"The plane is descending rapidly, Jarret struggling with 
the controls, searches anxiously for a possible landing 
site. Breaking through the clouds, the ground is suddenly 
upon him, and with one last heave on the joystick he 
prepares for impact. 

Out of the wreckage tumble Jarret, the guide and pilot, 
Clive, a fat and wealthy man, Gloria, his delicate 
daughter, and Dirk, her newly betrothed. 




They have found themselves on a strange plateau, 
nestled between the peaks of the greater Himalayas. The 
only way out of their predicament is via a high mountain 
pass somewhere on the other side. 

As our friends will soon be aware, everything is not quite 
as it seems. Protected by the mountains from both 
climatic and other outside influences, this land has 
remained undisturbed for millennia. 

When your party is attacked by dinosaurs and harassed 
by cannibals it becomes apparent that no western man 
has been here and lived to tell of it. 























You, who initially control Jarret, must guide your party 
along tortuous mountain paths, across rivers and 
bottomless chasms, through swamps and forest, in the 
increasingly desperate search for the passage home." 





This entails traversing an isometric landscape, micro- 
managing scarce supplies and our unprepared, yet diversely 
skilled party via a couple of intermittently overlaid context 
menus. Not entirely unlike Denton's previous nightmare¬ 
eluding escapade. 
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Where Time Stood Still is considered an unofficial spiritual 
sequel to Denton's unofficial licensed Great Escape game, 
except boasting a map fifty times more spacious, thereby 
fortifying the perception of discovery. So vast in fact that the 
data could only be squished into the extra memory capacity 
of a 128k Spectrum, despite Crash's optimistic report to the 
contrary... 

"Finally, good news for 48k owners: the 'impossible' has 
been done - Ocean's brilliant arcade adventure 128k- 
only Where Time Stood Still has been crammed into 
48k!" - Crash (April 1989) 





Originally known as 'Tibet' - the backdrop for James Hilton's 
1933 novel, Lost Horizon -1 expect you can guess the setting. 
Incidentally, this also depicts a plane crash deep in the 
Himalayas and the survivors' subsequent attempts to return 
to their homeland. One of them is also called Gloria, would 
you believe? OK, so I'm reaching and it's a pretty common 
name. As is the likelihood of bumping into indigenous prole- 
folk and bartering with them to bolster our collective 
resources. 







On a similar shot in the dark note, I wonder if Garret was 
named after American astronomer and science fiction writer, 
Garrett P. Serviss. And while we're on a roll... bound for 
nowhere, could Dirk be a doff of the cap to Dirk Peters? A 
sailor who features in Edgar Allan Poe's The Narrative of 
Arthur Gordon Pym of Nantucket. An 1838 novel which 
explores the theme of cannibalism as found in Where Time 
Stood Still. 

No sign of pygmies or deity-appeasing young maiden 
sacrifice, however. For these we could look to John 
Wyndham's 1935 novel, The Secret People, and King 
Solomon's Mines (1885) by H. Rider Haggard. The People 
That Time Forgot (the sequel to Land That Time Forgot) also 
contains intimations of tribal sacrifice, though none that 
actually come to fruition or involve being shoved over the 

















precipice of a terrifyingly deep pit overhung by a diving 
board. Not unless you count the central vent of a volcano, 
the source of the island's power and the 'god' worshipped by 
the Naga samurai. Which I do, it is essentially. 



Arthur Conan Doyle's 'The Lost World', published in 1912, 
naturally seems to have held significant sway over the 
direction of Where Time Stood Still. Although the story 
instead unravels in the Amazon basin of South America, like 
Denton's game, it takes place on a plateau infested with 
prehistoric, supposedly extinct lifeforms and a tribe of 
primitive natives. As it happens, also rather like Lost 
Continent (1951), which entails an expedition to recover an 
atomic rocket that's regrettably gone astray. 












Derivative nature aside, Where Time Stood Still is an alluring 
proposition with few parallels of equal stature. Perhaps it's so 
appealing because it harks back to so many cherished classic 
works of science fiction; it pings our nostalgia antennas, 
over-active imagination bridging the gap. Something I'm sure 
our huffing and puffing, 'big boned 1 compatriot, Clive, would 
have appreciated before he plummeted through one of its 
rickety slats, evoking fond memories of Indiana Jones and the 
Temple of Doom. 



















You listen me more, you live longer? 

Given the parsimony of its presentation, Where Time Stood 
Still is a miraculous paragon of atmospheric action- 
adventuring. An experience imbuing a genuine sense of 
immersive trepidation and intrigue that will have you 
convinced your crew and the assailants/aids they encounter 
are free-thinking flesh, blood and grey matter rather than 
scripted automatons. 





For such an early title in the genre, the presence of a day- 
night cycle with concordant, alternating colour scheme is 
admirable. A calendar flips through the lost days; should we - 
against all odds - manage to escape this waking nightmare, 
our completion time is recorded to form part of the badge of 
honour conferred. Red rag to a speed runner no doubt! 

A persuasive sense of progression emanates from this 
simulated passage of time, lending the 'epic' journey an 
infeasible gravitas beyond the limitations of the simple 8-bit 
hardware on which it runs. 











As dusk envelopes our team, they begin to feel drowsy and 
must rest in order to recuperate. This caveat and the life- 
sustaining requirement of regular food intake serve to 
reinforce our attachment to the Tamagotchi-esque pets. 















Lose one to a rampaging t-rex or armadillo, the extensive 
reach of a 20,000 Leagues under the Sea inspired swamp 
tentacle, cascading boulder or grasping mountain claw (a 
helping hand absconder from Labyrinth?) and it's like 
mourning a close member of the family. 














Arriving at our destination remains viable with only a single 
member of the team left breathing, however, doing so feels 
like a pyrrhic victory. Technically we've completed the 
challenge, with a taunting sub-100% score reflecting our 
ultimate failure. 

Knight Lore certainly popularised the adoption of isometric 
graphics in 1984, delivering new-found depth as well as 
arcade action. Add four years worth of refinement and 
dinosaur-human cohabitation to the mix at a time when 
gamers were ready for evolution and it's easy to see why 
Where Time Stood Still captured our imagination. 








26 years later, Amiga gamers too got to appreciate its 
captivating charms following the release of an Atari ST port 
courtesy of Galahad of Fairlight fame. Little was enhanced in 
the initial 16-bit translation, likewise, the Amiga iteration 
only sought to duplicate the revered original offering. 
Embellishing a game that thrives by virtue of its hypnotic 
gameplay, it was deemed unnecessary to meddle for fear of 
diluting the dramatic tension. It's almost as if time... 




